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plated iron bedstead standing outside a merchant's house,
and on the four bedposts were polished metal knobs th(&
brilliantly reflected the sun.  It was an easy mattenfo
remove them and to fasten them by silken cords two to the
rings of the bit and two to the bridle-strap across the horse's
forehead.  The knobs gleamed like the white noonday sii
on his horse's head, glittering so unbearably that the animaF
was dazzled and stumbled as it went.  But, although its
sight suffered and its eyes watered, Mishka did not remove
the knobs.
The regiment marched along the Don bank towards
Vieshenska. So without much difficulty Mishka obtained
permission from his patrol commander to visit his peopleJor
the day. Not only did he obtain permission, but the officer
asked him if he had a girl and, on Mishka saying he had, the
man asked :
" Have you got a watch and chain ? "
" No, comrade," Mishka answered.
" That's bad ! " the commander remarked. He had beeif
through the German war and knew what a disgrace it was
to return to his native town without trophies. So he removed
a watch and a massive chain from his own chest and handed
them to Mishka, saying :
" You're a good fighter ! Here, wear these while you're
at home and dazzle the girls' eyes with them. I've been
young myself, and I understand. Tell anyone who asks you
that the chain is of new American gold."
Mishka put on the watch and chain, shaved himself by
the light of the camp-fire, saddled his horse and rode off.
.At dawn he trotted into Tatarsk,
The village seemed no different: the little belfry of the'
brick church still raised its tarnished gilt cross to heaven,
the priests' and merchants' houses still surrounded the
square, and the poplar still whispered the same language
above the Koshevois' tumble-down hut. Only the profound
stillness which entangled the streets like a spider's web was
striking by its abnormality. The shutters of the huts were
fast closed; here and there the doors were fastened with
padlocks, but the majority were flung wide open. 'It was as
though a pestilence had strode with heavy feet through the5
village, depopulating huts and streets, filling the habitations
with emptiness and desolation. No sound was there of.